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To whose chaste wants her bow sufficed,

Nor dreamed what destinies were hers :

She taught them bee-like to create

Their simpler forms of Church and State;

She taught them, to endue

The past with other functions than it knew,

And turn in channels strange the uncertain stream

of Fate;

Better than all, she fenced them In their need
With iron-Landed Duty's sternest creed,
'Gainst Self's lean wolf that ravens word and deed

VI.

"Why cometh she hither to-day

To this low village of the plain

Far from the Present's loud highway,

From Trade's cool heart and seething brain ?

Why cometh she ?    She was not far away.

Since the soul touched it, not in vain.

With pathos of immortal gain,

'T is here her fondest memories stay*

She loves yon pine-bemurmured ridge

Where now our broad-browed poet sleeps^

Dear to both^Englands ; near him he

Who wore the ring of Canace ;

But most her heart to rapture leaps

Where stood that era-parting bridge.

O'er which, with footfall still as dew,

The Old Time passed into the New;

Where, as your stealthy river creeps,

He whispers to his listening weeds

Tales of sublimest homespun deeds.